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struck her a slap on the shoulder. She began
to cry. He asked her what ailed her; she said
he had struck her the first of the three blows.
One day when he was teaching one of his boys
to use a stick she stood behind him and got hit
with the shillalagh.

That was the second blow, an* made her lose her
timper, an' they had a rale quarl. So he got mad,
sayin' that nayther o' thim blows ought to be
counted, bein' they both come be accident. So he
flung the shtick agin the wall, "Divil take the
shtick," says he, an' went out quick, an' the shtick
fell back from the wall an' hit her an the head.
" That's the third," says she, an' she kissed her
sons an' walked out. Thin she called the cows in
the field an' they left grazin' an' folly'd her; she
called the oxen in the shtalls an' they quit atin' an'
come out; an' she shpoke to the calf that was
hangin' in the yard, that they'd killed that mornin'
an' it got down an' come along. The lamb that
was killed the day afore, it come; an' the pigs
that were salted an' thim hangin' up to dhry, they
come, all afther her in a shtring. Thin she called
to her things in the house, an' the chairs walked
out, an' the tables, an' the chist av drawers, an'
the boxes, all o' thim put out legs like bastes an'
come along, wid the pots an' pans, an' gridiron,
an' buckets, an' noggins, an' kish, lavin' the house
as bare as a Victed tinant's, an' all afther her to
the lake, where they wint undher an7 disappared,
and haven't been seen be man or mortial to this
blessed day.